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events, and still more in the condition of the people who
carried it on. Harte's History of Gustavus, a wilderness which
mere human patience seems unable to explore, is yet en-
livened here and there with a cheerful spot, when he tells
us of some scalade or camisado, or speculates on troopers
rendered bullet-proof by art-magic. His chaotic records
have, in fact, afforded to OUT Novelist the raw materials of
Dugald Dalgetty, a cavalier of the most singular equipment,
of character and manners which, for many reasons, merit
study and description. To much of this, though, as he after-
wards proved, it was well known to him, Schiller paid com-
paratively small attention; his work has lost in liveliness
by the omission, more than it has gained in dignity or in-
structiveness.

Yet, with all its imperfections, this is no ordinary his-
tory. The speculation, it is true, is not always of the kind
we wish; it excludes more moving or enlivening topics, and
sometimes savours of the inexperienced theorist who had
passed his days remote from practical statesmen; the sub-
ject has not sufficient unity; in spite of every effort, it
breaks into fragments towards the conclusion: but still
there is an energy, a vigorous beauty in the work, which
far more than redeems its failings. Great thoughts at every
turn arrest our attention, and make us pause to confirm or
contradict them; happy metaphors,2 some vivid descriptions
of events and men, remind us of the author of Fiesco and
Don Carlos. The characters of Gustavus and Wallenstein
are finely developed in the course of the narrative. Tilly's

2 Yet we scarcely meet with one so happy as that in the Revolt of the NetJier-
lands, where he finishes his picture of the gloomy silence and dismay that reigned
in Brussels on the first entrance of Alha, by this striking simile: * Now that the

* City had received the Spanish General within its walls, it had the air as of a man
6 that has drunk a cup of poison, and with shuddering expectation watches, every

* moment, for its deadly agency.'